
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



02 



THE ALDINE. 



The Aldine. 

JAMES SUTTON &* CO., Publishers, 
58 Maiden Lane, New Yoek. 



$5.00 per Annum (with Chromos). 



Single Copies, 50 Cents. 



HOW HE SAVED ST. MICHAEL'S. 

So you beg for a story, my darling — my brown-eyed Leopold — 
And you, Alice, with face like morning, and curling locks of gold ; 
Then come, if you will, and listen — stand close beside my knee — 
To a tale of the Southern city, proud Charleston by the sea. 

It was long ago, my children, ere ever the signal gun 
That blazed above Fort Sumter had wakened the North as one ; 
Long ere the wondrous pillar of battle-cloud and fire 
Had marked where the unchained millions marched on to their 
heart's desire. 

On the roofs and the glittering turrets, that night, as the sun went 

down, 
The mellow glow of the twilight shone like a jeweled crown, 
And, bathed in the living glory, as the people lifted their eyes, 
They saw the pride of the city, the spire of St. Michael's, rise 

High over the lesser steeples, tipped with a golden ball, 
That hung like a radiant planet caught in its earthward fall ; 
First glimpse of home to the sailor who made the harbor-round, 
And last slow-fading vision dear to the outward-bound. 

The gently gathering shadows shut out the waning light ; 
The children prayed at their bedsides, as you will pray to-night ; 
The noise of buyer and seller from the busy mart was gone, 
And in dreams of a peaceful morrow, the city slumbered on. 

But another light than sunrise aroused the sleeping street, 
For a cry was heard at rrndnight and the rush of trampling feet ; 
Men stared in each other's faces through mingled fire and smoke, 
While the frantic bells went clashing clamorous stroke on stroke ! 

By the glare of her blazing roof-tree the houseless mother fled, 
With the babe she pressed to her bosom shrieking in nameless 

dread, — 
While the fire-king's wild battalions scaled wall and cap-stone high, 
And planted their flaring banners against an inky sky. 

From the death that raged behind them and the crash of ruin loud, 
To the great square of the city, were driven the surging crowd, 
Where yet firm in all the tumult, unscathed by the fiery flood, 
With its heavenward-pointing finger the church of St. Michael 
stood. 

But e'en as they gazed upon it, there rose a sudden wail, 
A cry of horror blended with the roaring of the gale, 
On whose scorching wings updriven, a single flaming brand 
Aloft on the towering steeple clung like a bloody hand. 

"Will it fade ? " The whisper trembled from a thousand whiten- 
ing lips ; 
Far out on the lurid harbor they watched it frorn the ships — 
A baleful gleam that brighter and ever brighter shone, 
Like a flickering, trembling Will-o'-Wisp to a steady beacon 
grown. 

" Uncounted gold shall be given to the man whose brave right 

hand, 
For the love of the periled city, plucks down yon burning brand ! " 
So cried the Mayor of Charleston, that all the people heard, 
But they looked each one at his fellow, and no man spoke a word. 

Who is it leans from the belfry, with face upturned to the sky ? 
Clings to a column and measures the dizzy spire with his eye ? 
Will he dare it, the hero undaunted, that terrible, sickening height ? 
Or will the hot blood of his courage freeze in his veins at the sight? 

But see ! he has stepped on the railing, he climbs with his feet and 

his hands, 
And firm on a narrow projection with the belfry beneath him he 

stands ! 
Now once, and once only, they cheer him — a single, tempestuous 

breath — 
And there falls on the multitude gazing a hush like the stillness of 

death. 

Slow, steadily mounting, unheeding aught save the goal of the 
fire, 

Still higher and higher, an atom, he moves on the face of the spire, 

He stops ! Will he fall ? Lo ! for answer, a gleam like a meteor's 
track, 

And, hurled on the stones of the pavement, the red brand lies shat- 
tered and black ! 

Once more the shouts of the people have rent the quivering air, 
At the church-door Mayor and Council wait with their feet on the 

stair — 
And the eager throng behind them press for a touch of his hand — 
The unknown savior whose daring could compass a deed so grand. 

But why does a sudden tremor seize on them while they gaze ? 
And what meaneth that stifled murmur of wonder and amaze ? 
He stood in the. gate of the temple he had periled his life to save, 
And the face of the hero, my children, was the sable face of a slave ! 

With folded arms he. was speaking, in tones that were clear, not 

loud, 
And his eyes ablaze in their sockets burnt into the eyes of the, 

crowd : 
" You may keep your gold, — I scorn it ! — but answer me, ye who 

can, 
If the deed I have done before you be not the deed of a man ? " 



He stepped but a short space backward, and from all the women 

and men 
There were only sobs for answer, and the Mayor called for a pen, 
And the great seal of the city, that he might read who ran ; 
And the slave who saved St. Michael's went out from its door, a 

man. 

— Maty A. P. Stansbury. 



MR. BONSALL'S MATCHMAKING. 

My uncle, Alexander McFarlane, was waiting break- 
fast, an event very uncommon with him, for Aunt 
Nancy was the soul of punctuality. Nevertheless 
she was a little late this morning. Eight o'clock was 
the breakfast hour, and it was now fully ten minutes 
past. 

Aunt Nancy was not my Uncle McFarlane's wife. 
He was a widower of some fifteen years' standing. 
Fifteen years before his wife had left him a delicate 
little boy for a keepsake, and had gone away, whis- 
pering with her last breath that she was very happy. 
Her mother and sister, who had come to the house 
to nurse her, remained after her death, according to 
Uncle McFarlane's particular request. He would be 
so glad, he said, if it were not exacting too much of 
a sacrifice, to have Mrs. Howard and Nancy stay with 
him, keep up his house, and attend to his little boy. 
So Mrs. Howard, who was a widow with a very strait- 
ened income, rented her little house in the New 
England village where she had always lived, and 
came to preside over Mr. McFarlane's spacious man- 
sion and liberal housekeeping in Greenwich Street, 
New York — my Uncle McFarlane lived in Green- 
wich Street, a fact which marks the date of my story 
with sufficient exactness. 

Mrs. Howard had been dead three months, and still 
Aunt Nancy presided over Uncle McFarlane's house- 
hold. Neither of them had ever thought of a change 
as either necessary or desirable. Nancy had been a 
fair, prim, and somewhat quiet girl when she came to 
live in Greenwich Street. She was still a fair, some- 
what prim woman of thirty-five, with pretty, soft 
brown hair, violet-blue eyes, and a pure, soft, some- 
what changeful complexion. She Was not in the least 
like a modern young lady's heroine. She had no par- 
ticular aspirations beyond the limited and old-fash- 
ioned one of doing her duty in that state of life to 
which it had pleased God to call her. She did not 
consider herself a martyr to uncongenial circum- 
stances, because she made Uncle McFarlane's shirts 
and mended his stockings, and even the fact of going 
down into the kitchen, to do up his immaculate 
ruffles, when old Mrs. Brown's hands were too lame, 
and. the chambermaid's too unskillful to be trusted 
with them, did not awaken in her mind any desire to 
rush out into the world in search of a career. No 
such fancy had ever entered Nancy Howard's head. 
She was absolutely "contented with her present con- 
dition," willing to go on making Uncle McFarlane's 
shirts, keeping his house, spoiling his child, and 
" making it pleasant for him," as she simply said. 
Her great pleasures consisted in doing muslin em- 
broidery, visiting the poor, going to church, and 
reading the English. classics, with now and then a 
novel. If she had any trials she kept them to her- 
self, confiding them to no spiritual director, news- 
paper editor, or female friend. Such was Nancy 
Howard at five-and-thirty. 

My Uncle McFarlane was a fine gentleman in the 
true sense of the phrase. He was unimpeachable in 
integrity, unspotted in morals, in manners absolutely 
perfect — a little set in his way, and possibly some- 
what particular in eating and drinking. He was also 
given to amusing himself in a quiet way with the 
peculiarities of those about him. But he never wil- 
lingly hurt or neglected any one, and he had a cer- 
tain genial graciousness of manner, which made all 
his employes, from Mr. Saunders, his confidential 
clerk, down to Black Sam, the carman, and Davy, 
the errand boy, feel the better when he spoke to them. 

" Miss Nancy is a little late this morning ! " ob- 
served Uncle McFarlane, as Brown, his man, brought 
him the paper. s 

" Yes, sir. She was out till after twelve last night., 
at Sam's, sir!" 

" Indeed ! How was that ? " 

" Well, you see, sir, Sam's girl was took with a quick 
consumption last spring, and his wife ain't very rug- 
ged either. Miss Nancy, she's been there a good 
deal, and when Susy was struck with death last 
evening, she sends for her. So Miss Nancy, she went 
and stayed till it was all over. It was a great comfort 
to them, sir. You see, Sam's wife, she's got a little 
young baby, too, and altogether it comes hard ! " 



•' I should say so, indeed. We must see that every- 
thing is done, Brown. ' Find out when the funeral 
is to be, and let me know, and tell your wife to 
send them something comfortable when she goes to 
market. But here comes Miss Nancy. Send up 
breakfast, Brown." 

Breakfast was usually a somewhat silent meal, save 
for Alick's chatter with his aunt ; for Mr. McFarlane 
always read the paper, invariably asking Miss Nancy's 
permission. 

" Why do you look at me so closely, Alick ? "asked 
Miss Nancy, as she caught her nephew's gaze fixed 
upon her. 

"I was thinking how pretty you are!" answered 
Alick, with his usual frankness. " I think you are a 
hundred times prettier than Miss Regina Schuyler, 
that they make such a fuss about. And I don't want 
her for a stepmother. So there ! " 

"What is that about Miss Schuyler?" asked my 
uncle, laying down his paper. " It strikes me that 
you are taking rather a liberty with that young lady — 
to say nothing of myself." 

" It wasn't me, father ; it was Mr. Bonsall," answered 
Alick. " Mr. Bonsall asked me if I wouldn't like a 
pretty young lady like Miss Regina Schuyler to come 
into the house; and I told him no — I didn't want 
any one but Aunt Nancy. Then he said Aunt Nancy 
was an old maid ; and I said, if she was forty old maids 
she was a hundred times prettier than Miss Regina — 
and so she is ! " 

"We won't discuss that matter!" said my uncle, 
annoyed, but repressing his annoyance, as usual. 
" You need not mind Mr. Bonsall. We all know his 
ways ! " 

There was something in his father's tone which 
made Alick aware that he 'had better drop the sub- 
ject. Uncle McFarlane went on with his paper, but 
now and then glanced over it with an expression of 
some interest. " Nancy is pretty ! " he said to him- 
self. "There is something in her face which reminds 
me of my mother." 

Breakfast being over, my uncle put on his over- 
coat, asking, as he did so, his invariable question, 
" Have you any commands for the city ? " 

•" And, by the way, please see that everything is 
done for Sam's family! The poor woman will per- 
haps be the better for some port wine, or ale, and let 
everything be nice about the funeral. I will take the 
expense on myself. Sam is a good faithful fellow." 

" Really Nancy is very pretty ! " said my uncle, as 
he walked out of the house. " I never thought much 
about it before, but she is decidedly pretty. Miss 
Regina Schuyler, indeed, Really Bonsall is too bad 
to put such notions into the boy's head." And Mr. 
McFarlane pursued his way to the office, unconscious 
of the fate awaiting him there. 

" Any letters, Saunders ? " he asked, as he passed 
the clerk's desk. " I see the packet is in." . 

"Yes, sir. They are on your desk, and Mr. Bon- 
sall is waiting to speak to you in your room. What 
ails Mr. McFarlane?" said the clerk to himself, as 
his principal passed on. " I don't believe he ever 
before forgot to ask for my wife. I hope nothing is 
wrong." Mr. Saunders had an invalid wife, who was 
indebted to Mr. McFarlane for many little comforts. 

Mr. Bonsall was waiting in the office. He was a 
stout man with red hair and whiskers, and a bluff, 
uncompromising manner. He had a habit, on which 
he prided himself, of always " speaking his mind " — 
that is, of saying everything and anything which 
came into his head — a habit which did not cause him 
to be beloved by his acquaintance. He and Uncle 
McFarlane had once been partners, and they still 
kept up a kind of intimacy, at which many people 
wondered. 

"Well, Bonsall, how goes the world with you?" 
asked my uncle, leisurely taking off his coat and 
overshoes. 

" Oh, well enough. If it don't go to suit me, I make 
it, that's all!" answered Mr. Bonsall. " But, see 
here, McFarlane, I didn't come nere to bandy com- 
pliments. I want to talk to you about .p. serious 
matter." 

" Well, what is it ? " asked my uncle, preparing to 
listen, not without a longing glance at his foreign 
letters and papers. 

" I'm going to speak my mind, as I always do ! " 
said Mr. Bonsall. " I want to know what you mean 
to do about Nancy ? " 

" About Nancy ! " repeated my uncle, with a little 
start. " What about Nancy ? " 

" Aye, what about her ? — that's just it. Of course 
you can't go on as you do now. It was well enough 



